Wilfrid Gibson

Of something heavy tumbling
Into the next room * ..
A pad of naked feet...                                               30
A moan ... a sound of stumbling . . .
A heavier thud . . . and then no more.
And I stood shivering in the gloom,
With creeping flesh, and tingling blood,
Until I gave myself a shake                                          35
To bring my wits more wide awake,
And lit a lanthorn and flung wide the door.
Half-dazed and dazzled by the light,
At first it seemed I'd only find
A broken pane, a flapping blind;                                 40
But when I raised the lanthorn o'er my head
I saw a naked boy upon the bed
Who crouched and shuddered on the folded sheet,
And on his face before my feet
A naked man who lay as if quite dead,                        45
Though on his broken knuckles blood was red;
And all my wits awakened at the sight.
I set the lanthorn down and took the child,
Who looked at me with piteous eyes and wild,
And chafed his chill wet body till it glowed,                50
And, forcing spirit 'twixt his chattering teeth,
I tucked him snugly in beneath
The blankets and soon left bim warmly stowed;
And stooped to tend the man who lay
Still senseless on the floor.                                            55
I turned him off his face
And laid him on the other bed,
And washed and staunched his wound;
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